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Man against man 


Author's Notes: 
My first Rammslash fiction ever. And first posted here. Waiting for your feedback! Please, don't hit too hard! 


Rammstein were a phenomenon. Almost every young person in Europe knew them- hated or loved them. Or 


even ignored. But still- they were famous. 


German gods of industrial metal, unafraid, uncompromising, shameless, bringing up topics that outraged average 
people and created music videos that disgusted many of them. They were like European Marilyn Manson, but 
without this special makeup. Still, hundreds of fans around the world loved and worshipped them, not only for 
the music. Come on, it was a fully masculine band! Bunch of dudes! Each of them had his own fangirls. 


Starting with Till Lindemann, 50 years old guy of very..questionable and distinguished beauty... had women on 
their knees, craving for him and ready. He knew this, provoked on purpose. Damn, even Flake Lorenz had his 


fangirls. 


Then it's more than obvious that Richard Z. Kruspe was a sex god for many. He kindled senses of women and 
even men. He heated them up like the flames they always used on stage. Fans in the audience devoured him 
with their eyes full of lust, doing unspeakable things to him in their filthy minds. Who could blame them? He 
was the meatcake of the band. He had always been, since the 1995, since Live Aus Berlin, where they all were 
wearing silver- hair, lips and clothes. And even nowadays, nearly twenty years after, he stil looked damn fine, 
working his guitar usually half naked, showing off tanned, smooth skin on the flat stomach, ripped chest, 
muscled arms and black-and-red pants with studded belts tight on his ass. Observing everybody from 
underneath his makeup surrounded eyes and spiked dark hair, smiling widely with snow white teeth. Talk about 
damn male modell 

So yea, he participated in many wet dreams, even more fanfiction, and no one seemed to care that he's 


married and had kids. 


Seems like no one could resist him. He was best friends with Till. Count in the "Heirate mich" actions and 
Kruspe occasional singing, his voice even more growling than Till's. Christoph Schneider's one-time dry hump. 
And unspoken agreement with Paul Landers. Oh yea According to Flake and his brave act of browsing the 
Internet fan base, they ignited a whole fandom machine, with seemingly innocent actions. "Benzin" live intros, 
when they strutted towards each other teasingly and always ended up, playing together in any of way- leaning 
into each other back to back, standing nearly cheek to cheek or kneeling face to face. Few hand holding. Arm 
kisses and bites during some "Mann gegen Mann". Hugs. One-time mutual guitar string pulling (if ya know what | 
mean.) in "Pussy". They both were guitarist and often played around, unconsciously or simply for fun, but 


damn, some girls had theories about them. 


This ignited an idea as well. They WERE unafraid. Dick Cannon. Obvious gestures. All that fire and sparkles. "Buck 
dich" live! And even if because of their make-up, or being all-men band, or doing some crazy shit together, 
were called gay- they didn't give a crap. The further you are from pop, they more liberal you can be and, 
damn, your fans will love you for some actions. That's what led them to another idea. If fans hadn't given up, 
seeing Flake in bondage attire and bare ass, bending over for Till squirt around with fake cum out of strap on 
dildo in his pants, why would they be turned off by some quite classy, but visible and tangible homo-erotic 


action? 


Both guitar players got blessing and permission from Till to perform some fanservice during next concert, 
precisely "Mann gegen Mann". Man against man. Literally. Physically. Enough to make fans scream and wriggle, 
but still not satisfy their endless and shameless hunger. But aside from this, they were free to choose the 
way of doing it. 


And the night zero has come. This time, they were performing in Rotterdam, Netherlands. Country of liberal 
thinkers, legal weed and free love. Perfect. Paul and Richard behaved normally during other songs, sticking to 
the plan. Indeed, being around each other, but waiting for the big moment. Finally. First riffs of "Mann gegen 
Mann" and two guitarists exchanged quick, yet meaningful glances. Reesh kept being around the additional 


microphone, to sing the vocals during the chorus. 


"Das Schicksal hat mich angelacht und mir ein Geschenk gemacht. Warf mich auf einen warmen Stern Der Haut so 
nah, dem Auge fern" Paul sneaked behind Reesh, licked his shoulder shortly, then proceeded moving lips around 


the line of shoulders, to the neck, not touching the skin though, his breath simply ghosting on Reesh's sweaty 


skin and the audience exploded. 


All their ‘shippers’, as the Internet called them, must have lost their minds. Great part of the audience 


screamed deafeningly. Smirk appeared on two mouths. Score. Bitches are on their knees. Perfect. 


„lch bin die Ecke aller Räume, ich bin der Schatten aller Baume. h meiner Kette fehlt kein Glied wenn die Lust von 
hinten zieht" 


Let's be honest. They weren't perfectly sober while entering the stage. Some alcohol, mixed with few inhalations 
of weed and they had got into the mood of being insane and ready for everything. That's why Reesh got 
carried away a bit and appeared behind Till and his hands appeared above singer's shoulders, pretending to 


caress them during the last few words of the line. 


Till simply glanced at him, rolled his eyes at the audience as if it was no big deal, even rose eyebrows cockily 
as if saying ‘Well, no one can resist me, what can | do? Shadow of slight envy appeared on Paul's face, but 
Reesh winked at him comfortingly. It was a one-time antic and rest of the song will be theirs again. Kruspe 


sang along with Till during chorus, as if nothing had happened, but he was nervous and impatient already. 


Paul kneeled near stage edge, playing like crazy and bending backwards. After Till screamed creepy and loud 
"Schwule!" part, there came that softer part of the song. 


‘Mich interessiert kein Gleichgewich" 


In this moment, lighting engineers proved their faithfulness to the band and light went out completely. Audience 
was shocked and confused, but one second later, upper bright light focus on Till, like in the music video. 


Another second later, smaller blue light cut out two others shapes out of the darkness. 
"Mir scheint die Sonne ins Gesicht" 


Paul was now completely laying on the floor, but he wasn't alone anymore. Richard was sitting on his hips, still 
playing, but what's more- his own hips were slowly thrusting in riding moves and he bent forwards, nearly 
touching foreheads with Paul, so in the right angle they looked like kissing. Kissing while having sex in rider's 
position Yet, none of them stopped playing. Flake visibly fought urge to facepalm. Schneider got lost in drum 
hitting, as always. Till glanced at them with both impression and twisted pride. 


„Doch friert mein Herz an manchen Tagen, kalte Zungen die da schlagen!" 


When ‘soft part ended and aggressive "Schwule!’came back, lights exploded with whiteness and nearly blinded 
everyone, including the band. Light staff deserved a rise. Richard stood up slowly, still astride over Paul, who 
finally had a chance to break free, and eyed him enigmatically. World was a cacophony of screams and squeals. 
For sure, this video will blow up the Internet even the same night, once recorders among the audience upload 


their videos on the social sites and YouTube. Rammstein do not simply play. They burn. 


Reesh came back to singing, Paul came back to headbang and Till continued to sing, until the song was over. 
Applause apparently wasn't going to end. They could see many women, who looked at them like predators look 
at the juicy meat. Hunger. Lust. Desire. Disbelief. Arousal, both because of the forbidden fruit and hidden urge 
to be one of them. Guitarists looked at each other very meaningfully, and Paul wouldn't be able to live with his 
‘lil shit’ self, if he didn't blow a kiss at Reesh, only increasing the applause among the nearest rows. 


Concert went on until the big end. All the members came to edge of the stage and stood their one by one, 
starting with Till. Naturally even Schneider took the headphones off and left his drums. Guitarists were the 


last to join the line and were the icing of this cake. 


They held hands, but not easily as always. This time, they tangled their fingers and slowly came to the edge, 
like a young couple that is about to meet the parents and confess their love. Even Tilts seemingly poker face 
broke a bit, when he saw it. Oliver's eyes were bigger than ever. Flake seemed ready to jump in the crowd and 
float away into the setting sun. Schneider still looked like someone used his plates to him in the head, with bit 
absent and blissful stare. Finally, Till pulled himself together, thanked the crowd in Dutch, keeping this amazing 


tradition of using mother tongue of the country they were performing in. 


Then he proceeded to even more respectful tradition- whole band kneeled on one knee, hands on the other, and 
stayed like these, bathing in the spotlight, calming down their breaths, listening to the crow cheer and chant 
for encores. Beautiful. Monumental. Unbelievable. Indescribable. Richard and Paul's hands remained together 
between them, dozens of cameras zoomed at them. Whole Rammstein remained like this for about twenty 
seconds, then stood up and waved again, saying their ultimate goodbye. Finally, guitarists released their hands 
and left the stage simply arm by arm, as usually. 


That night put Tumblr on fire, even if it was a simple marketing scheme, a game, fun, tease. Even if both men 


were married and whatanot. No one can imprison the dreams, can they? 


